DAYS    WITH    BERNARD    SHAW                             99
The incessant noise of planes made sleep impossible. True, in this
little village, no warnings were sounded to add to the tumult but we could
not hear the owls for the planes. G.B.S. managed to get in a wink or two
during the day and I found myself sleeping even on the early morning
journey to London. The carriages were always packed to suffocation
and we were never certain that we would get to our destination.
"Do you know," G.B.S. said, "I was once recommended by Horace
Plunkett to take to flying as a cure for insomnia. He tried it and it worked.
He was seventy-five and did fifteen miles in fifteen consecutive minutes
two thousand feet up. Very good, almost as fast as a car. Prince Paul
Troubetskoy used to drive me faster because he found it safer to be fast.
If I took to flying, I wouldn't be happy till I was doing three hundred;
the danger is that I may fall asleep while driving, though Plunkett found
it exhilarating and not at all fatiguing after a few lessons. I must go for
a joy ride again to see if I have an air stomach and nerves. Plunkett took
over the machine after he had watched somebody else doing it and found
it as easy as dropping a bomb. He kept the machine the right side up;
which is more than the statesmen can do. The only difficulty he found
was in landing. I don't think Charlotte would approve. As I've given up
driving the car and swimming, I need some form of recreation, especially
as it is safer in the air than on land and it cures insomnia."
He asked me what the train journeys were like nowadays, and when
I mentioned that King's Cross was out of action and I had to use Finsbury
Park, he said:
"A man of fashion only knew Hyde Park. The Regent's Park held the
Zoo and the other places the riff-raff in my days. You did not walk in
Hyde Park when the season was over; if you did, you were regarded as a
man lost to society and that was all that mattered. I was to be found every
season of the year in Hyde Park because that was where I learnt my
English. As a foreigner, I enjoyed ideas and every idea was thrashed out
in the Park. You could learn much more by mixing with the riff-raff at
Marble Arch in one hour than by a thousand walks from Hyde Park
Corner to Albert Gate in the season. Besides you could take your lectures
lying down at Marble Arch. The green sward is the natural couch of man,
and the people for whose sake you had to avoid everything that was
natural were not to be seen."
I think he was feeling homesick for the Park.